CHAPTER SIX
THUS WENT BY the early summer days of 1915, each one incomplete that gave no opportunity for us to meet. One night when I went to dinner at the White House the President said he would like to know my sister Bertha of whom I spoke so often. Margaret asked if I would bring her on Wednesday afternoon at five for tea. I knew it would give Bertha pleasure, as it certainly would me; so I took her. When we arrived neither Margaret nor Helen had got back from another appointment, and so we waited on the lovely south portico (so filled with memories of that night in May), where the kettle was boiling on the tea table. After we had been there about fifteen minutes the President came over through the arcade, from the Executive Offices. Astonished to find us alone, he made apologies for Margaret and Helen, saying he knew they had been unavoidably detained. Then he looked despairingly at the steaming kettle, and said he had never made tea before, but having tackled all sorts of new jobs since coming to Washington, he supposed he could do that. So taking up the caddy he poured nearly all that it contained into the tea pot, making a beverage more like lye than tea. All the while I sat apart and watched him with amusement while he kept up a delightful flow of conversation with my sister. I know one of us should have offered to make the tea, but my sister always says she is more afraid of a tea-kettle than any man can be; and I did not want to assume the part of hostess in the circumstances. So he sent out S.O.S. signals in vain, until at last he said: "Let's adjourn to the garden where all the summer things are in their glory." There he quoted that lovely poem by Thomas Edward Brown, "My Garden":
"A Garden is a lovesome thing, God wot! Rose plot, Fringed pool,
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